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Fun Week by Week. 
By THe Party ON THE Spor, 


_Wednesday.—Took H.R.H. down to Chester, told him to enjoy 
himself, and left him. Didn’t stay myself, as I am stone-broke, 
and can’t stand racing unless I can get a bit on. Beautiful spring 
morning, so thought I would sport my white hat, but it created 
more sensation than I bargained for ! 


HI! HAT! 


The breezes were balmy, the sun shining gaily ; 
And so I considered it proper and pat, 
In choosing my wardrobe ( a thing I do daily) 
To pose for the nonce in my white topper hat ; 
But somehow—although in the art of attiring 
I look on myself as a bit of a dab— 
My friends were astonished—astounded— inquiring 
How came I to drive a tazameter-cab ! 


Explanation restored calmness, but it was very exciting while it 
lasted. Made off to the bazaar in aid of the Great Northern 
Central Hospital funds—told them I’d been to Chester, so they 
didn’t bother me to buy very much. Dined with Lord Rosebery 
at the Stationers’ Hall = the Newsvendors’ Annual Festival), 
also with Mr. Yerbury, M.P., and the Article Club—afterwards to 
the Royal Society’s Conversazione. 


Thursday.—Brought H.R.H. back from Ruthin (and Chester) 
and got Her Most Gracious as far as Cherbourg on the way home, 
but it was too rough for her to cross—Britannia having neglected to 
rule the waves straight enough for the occasion—so I took her 
round the place a bit during the day. Got back in time to dine 
with the Steel and Iron Institute—which is not a medical body, by 
the way. 


Friday.—The waves having been got into proper condition, 
brought Her Most Gracious over to Portsmouth in good style. 
After which rushed into my uniform as major of the Fun Fencibles, 
and attended the levée at St. James’s Palace, the Duke of Cambridge 
wt the chair (!) Dined with the Whitefriars Club and a lot of 

ies. 


Saturday.—Opened the Southwark and Lambeth Free Loan 
Exhibition of Pictures at the Borough Institute and helped Lord 
Russell of Killowen to open a Free and Public Library in Disraeli 
Road, Putney. Afterwards to hear some Board scholars recite 
Browning! 

BROWNING—NOT TO SAY SCOBCHING. 


The Board School scholar ‘‘ speaks his piece,” 
His education crowning ; 

Egyptian lore and the laws of Greece 
He tops with scraps of Browning. 
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And Pippa plays on the pi-a-no— 
Jim Bates derides ‘‘ the classes "’— 

And thus Jim Bates his certificates 
Obtains and “ Pippa passes.”’ 


L’ENVOI. 


So place and power for “‘ the man in the street,” 
And to Pippa silks and joolery, 

While the city clerk, whose “ ends”’ won't “ meet,” 
Must pay for this tomfoolery ! 


Dined with “Fighting Mac” at the Cecil, and gave him a sword 
3 honour; dined also with the French Hospital in the same 
uildir 


Monday.—The Duke of York being a bit indisposed, the Duke jof 
Connaught and I saw the Duchess safely in and about New Milford, 
In the afternoon hel the Duke of Cambridge to open ‘“ Greater 
Britain ” at Earl’s Court, and we did it very well. Also started 
the Australian cricketers at the Crystal Palace in capital form. 
Dined with the Society of Accountants and Auditors at the Hotel 
Cecil. Afterwards to the opera (Lohengrin), and finally to the new 
Empire ballet, Round the Town Again. 


Tuesday.—Got to work early and had the Duke of Connaught 
and the Duchess well on the job of doing Tenby soon after break. 
fast. Showed them how to open the New Pier, and then hurried 
them off to Pembroke Dock (after a rush round the castle), and 
saw the Du-hess through the delicate and difficult task of launch- 
ing the new Royal Yacht, to be named (for the sake of avoidi 
confusion, I suppose) the Victoria and Albert. After that ran ove 
to Pretoria and helped Old Kruger to open an Agricultural Sho 
there. Had a long conversation with him, and left him silent an 
thoughtful among the pigs and ploughs, and cows, and corn- 
cutters. oJLhe; 


KRUGER AMONG THE ‘AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS.” 


Let’s hope among the cattle he’ll tryZ=J 
To study the hang and pull, 

And sagely turn a notici eyed 
On the points of a sturdy Bull; 

And ‘mid the “ me re egy ” may he}woo? 
His own liti trade, 

And try to imbibe a lesson or two 
In calling “ a spade a spade.” 


Dined with Lord Rosebery and the Civil (Servants at the Cecil 
—their annual dinner, ‘‘ only once a year,” you know. Very civil 
servants, indeed, an’ jolly goo’ f'lers. 
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Tus Sporrer. 
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‘* Another of those sensational, trashy tales; why don’t you read something useful ? 
“Oh, but it is useful. It is like this: Suppose, now, you offended me, this book shows me 


time, and no one would be a bit the wiser.” 


The W(h)ine Duties. 


Airn—‘’Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.”’ 


‘Twas onthe Budget day 

H. 5. was heard to say, 

For half-a-million gain ; 

A bob or so on wines, 

Is quite within our lines, 
They'll stand it, that is plain. 


His comrades heard with faces grave, 
Yet sycophantic cheers they gave 

For this eccentric Booty, 

For this eccentric Booty. 

Around the world the message ran, 
England exempts no race of man, 

From paying extra duty. 

From paying extra duty. 


Complaints and groans soon reach 
The now affrighted Bracnu, 
Australia leads the way, 
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INSTRUCTIVE LITERATURE. 


But bravely does 


our H.B. fight 


To try and prove him in the right, 
Securing thus the Booty, 
Securing thusthe Booty. 
He cries amid the Press-gang’s fire 
‘T only strove to teach a higher, 

A higher sense of duty, 

Or sense of higher duty.” 


A Misunderstanding. 


said. 


Said his colleagues, “ 
But rest thee here in the office cool, 
For thy feet are weary and sore.” 


Sala 


French and Italians blame Da 


(With Bret Hartefelt apologies to the 
author of ‘* I was with Grant.’’) 


‘IT was with Jaggers’—the new boy 


Say no more, 


.* 
‘ 
.* 


ay, ! 


‘*T was with Jaggers’’—the new boy 


ré 
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how I could put you out of the way in no 


“How went he—swiftly all the way 
With the messages he bore ? 

How looked the hero when he banged 
That cheeky boy on the ‘ jore’?”’ 


‘I saw him not,” said the new boy then; 
‘* And, as I said before, 
I was with Jaggers — 
we knew,” 
Said his colleagues ; ‘‘ say no more.”’ 


99 


‘* Nay, nay, 


‘* He ain’t no hero—we see, alas! 
You'd smooth his failings o’er— 
Oh! say not that he brought disgrace 
To the uniform he wore!” 
3lest if I know,” the new boy said ; 
‘‘ And I tried to remark before, 
That I was with Jaggers—on Hampstead 
Heath, 
Some three years ago or more.” 
Then those colleagues spake him never a 
word, 
But licked with their fists full sore 
hat nameless bov, who had larked with 
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The Marvel of the Century. 















laa 
TT SouTH 
Fa RELAN 








PROMETHEUS DEFYING NEPTUNE, 


THERE comes a new and thrilling tale of wonder 
From the well-known, treacherous Goodwin Sands, 

All thoughtful minds must surely dwell, and ponder, 
On this “‘ Titanic force,” throughout all lands. 


In densest fog, that lasted all the night, 
Came from the Thames a steamship outward bound, 
Which struck the Eastern Goodwin Lightship right 
Broadside on; the tide was strong, and swung her round. 


She had been fitted with ‘* Marconi’s Installation,” 
Which to South Foreland Lighthouse was attach’d 
This gave the Captain sudden inspiration : 
O’er the twelve miles a message he despatch’'d. 


Indeed, ’tis like a chapter of romance, 
The alarm was raised by ringing of a bell ; 

All lives were saved, which wonder doth enhance, 
Three lifeboats there arrived ere dawn’s light fell. 


On every lighthouse near our dangerous coast, 
On all the seaboards that our waters lave, 

Let it be England’s aim and proudest boast 
Her sailors’ lives to cherish and to save. 


This subtle force at once let her apply, 
And pioneer its use throughout all lands; 
On this stupendous power she may rely: 
Electric wonder of the Goodwin Sands . 


JANE H. OAKLEY. 











Sympathy with Servants, 


Great interest is evinced in the matter of more sympathy with 
servants, a proposal which originated with the Lancet. Mr. Fun 
has received a number of letters, which he has much pleasure in 
printing. 


“*O.L.D.” writes : ‘‘ I have been in one place forty years, and should 
be quite contenetd if I had a young man to walk out with. I 
think all mistresses ought to provide young men for their servants 
instead of discouraging them.” 

“KF. F.” says: ‘*‘ What servants want is a little consideration. I 
lost my place because my mistress found me practising exercises on 
her piano. Why shouldn’t I be musical if I like? I known it was 
all jealousy, just because I play better than she does! ”’ 

‘‘Drudge”’ says: ‘‘If mistresses knew what hard work was, they 
would sympathise more with the drudge. Look at my mistress! 
When she has made the beds, and dusted the drawing-room, and 
cooked the dinner, and helped me wash up, she thinks she has done 
quite enough for the day, and J have to slave away and do all the 
rest, except cleaning the boots and knives, which is done by a boy. 
There will be no servants soon if they have to work so hard.” 

“M.N.’’ writes: ‘‘ Servants would never complain if all places were 
like my last. There were four of us, and we hadn’t much work to 
do. They never stinted us in food or beer, and let us go out pretty 
nearly every evening. We used to have chaps in to supper, and no 
one ever grumbled. I was only there six weeks, because poor 
master went bankrupt.” 

“Sarah” writes : ‘‘ We ought to be treated with more respect. The 
young person who teaches my mistress’ children is always called 
‘Miss’ Smith, but Iam never called anything but plain ‘ Sarah.’ 
A friend of mine is even worse off. Her name is Geraldine, but her 
master will call her Mary, just because his wife’s name happens to 
be Geraldine, too. I suppose a servant has as much right to a 
name as anybody else.” 

‘ Vera”’ writes: ‘*‘ Mistresses do not understand that we have am- 
bisions above the sawdid cares of daily work. I have so much to do 
that I don’t get more than two or three hours every day for my 
litterery ocupations, and then it is constantly being interupted by 
the beastly bell. When my novel comes out, and I am a celle- 
brated author, my mistress will wish she had treated me with more 
respeck.”’ 

“S. P. Q.” says: “If mistresses would give us their sympathy, 
they would get some of ours in return. I’m sureI could often give 
mistress a hint how to manage master; and if she consulted me 
about her dress, I could stop her making such aguy of herself. Ah! 
and couldn’t I tell her what her friends say about her behind her 
back! It all comes round to me from my friends in service with 
her friends.” 

«“ T)——"” says: ‘Servants hate being sworn at. I don’t mind 
hard work, but I do hate master’s nasty temper. He is a perfect 
bear! Only last week I happened to drop a tray with the dinner 
service. Not more than half the things were smashed, but master, 
instead of sympathising with my misfortune, actually said: ‘ D—n 
it! What a clumsy fool you are!’ ”’ 

“ Mistress ’’ writes: ‘‘ I always treat my servants with every con- 
sideration. I let them go out whenever they like, and employ a 
boy to clean their bicycles. They have all the magazines and papers 
to read, and their young men come to tea once a week. I find them 
very friendly and obliging—they don’t mind doing anything for me 
when not busy with their private affairs. My husband grumbles a 
good deal and says the house is like a pig-stye; but one can put up 
with any discomfort so long as the dear servants are happy.”’ 


“England Expects—— Pp” 


‘Considerable opposition has been roused by the new duties on 

Colonial wines. | 
Ray round the flag-on, boys! 
Rally round the flag ! 
For the Chancellor is 
‘‘ Getting out our rag.” 
Red Tintara wine for ever— 
Colonists disgorge ? 
Don’t you think it, by St. Michael— 
No! I mean St. George. 
We are kin, though seas may sunder, 
We will do our duty, yes! 
But we will not pay it, till you 
See your way to make it less! 
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Chump.—‘' Sharpe is a rapid re koner, isn’t he? 
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Fitzjones.—*' Aw! 1 spose there awn’t many gentry heawabout ?’ 
t 


Miss F lannigan. 


The Rosebery Blend. 


(4 New Drinking Song jor use at 
* Kighty Club" Banquets.) 
Ou, the “ Manchester spirit” i« quit 
out of date, 
Though a popular drink in it’s day, 
For Cobden and Bright 
Men no longer will fight, 
As a firrn they have faded away. 
Little Englanders they, and they're now 
obsolete, 
Their position has come to an end, 
And the trade we defy 
When we ask you to try 
Our splendid new Rosebery Blend— 
The Imperial Kosebery Blend! 
CHORUS :— 
Sing, hey, for the Rosebery Blend, 
It will bring youall joy without end, 
Though by Harcourt maligned 
Not a headache you'll find 
In a cask of the Rosebery Blend. 
*Tocal Veto’s" a liquid not strong 
enough, 
And “Home Rule” is a trifle too 
strong 
And the “ Kensitite " cham 
Doctor Parker might (bless), 
And, well, no one would think he was 
wrong 
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‘Sorra wan we ivver see! 


On its quality none can depend. 
But no tippler need shrink 
From that up-to-date drink, 

Which 

lend 
The Imperial Rosebery Blend ! 
So, hurrah for the Rosebery Blend 
t's a tipple to give to a friend, 
It’s a generous tap 
And it cheers up a chap 
Does the excellent Rosebery Blend! 
It is made from the purest of British- 
grown malt 

For choice spirits alone we have used— 

It will do you all good, 
As a choice spirit should, 
Though of course it has oft been abused. 
Against it opponents invectives may 
shout 

But it’s sale we feel sure will extend 
And good wine needs no bush 
So we sha’n’t have to “ push ’’— 

The superior Rosebery Blend— 

The Imperial Rosebery Blend ! 


. : 
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Sing, hey, for the Rosebery Blend! 
May its fame and its fortune extend 
For your heart it will melt 

se you Saxon or Celt— 
Will this beautiful Rosebery Blend! 


f the old with the perfectly 
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It is softer than silk, 
And a3 wholesome as milk— 
And its praises by all will be sung. 
It’s a sort of a kind of a nourishing 
drink, 
And the microbes of “ Faction” will 
send, 
To the bottomless pit— 
It’s a positive bit— 
Is the new fangled Rosebery Blend— 
The Imperial Rosebery Blend ! 
So, burrah for the Rosebery Blend, 
All schisms and fads it will end— 
We've a kind of idea 
It is the Panacea— 
Is this exquisite Rosebery Blend ! 
We must order it in without further 
delay, 
For we fancy there’ll soon be a boom, 
And its rivals will pass 
Like a breath on a glass, 
And will make for the newcomer room. 
It has virtues that no other spirits 
POSSESS, 
And its fame’s pretty sure to extend; 
It is perfect, we guess, 
H’m! why, certainly, yes, 
Is the up-to-date Rosebery Blend! 
for the Rosebery Blend, 


Sing, hey, f 
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dai ROSEBERY (LOQ.)—‘THIS IS THE WAY TO GET THE CUSTOM BACK—A 
WON’T "ARCOURT BE RILED?” 

H LD IBERAL SPIRIT WERE BLENDED WITH THE NEW IMPERIAL SI 
s t th ‘ity Libera Ci iO House Dinner. 
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THE LIBERAL PARTY 


{For Cartoon Verses, 





GOOD LIBERAL IMPERIAL BLEND! 


YOUNG PRIMROSE THE CELLARER. 
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seé page 156. 
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FUN. Max 16, 1899. 
Mr. Johnson from London. sort of thing, Inspector Goodman? Idon't. I haven’t come down 
here to tame French ca 
‘ CHAPTER III. ‘*Mr. Johnson,” said the Inspector, grudgingly, ‘‘ there’s more 
“(I nepzats,” exclaimed Sozel, angrily, “you is great ugly a than meets the eye. I firmly believe you are on the right 


ros bif.”’ 
“But my dear young lady,” said Mr. Johnson, “ what have I 
done? Nothing. Have I, Inspector?” 















































“ You 18 GREAT UGLY ROS BIF.” 


** Don’t appeal to me, sir, unless in the strict sense of dooty,” 
replied Mr. Goodman, sententiously. 

‘* What have you did?” screamed Sozel, who by this time had 
collected her breath for a fresh attack. ‘ You have insult me 
lady. You think you have chic, eh? No, no. You have ze 
nothings. No brains. No wit. Bah! You can walk along ze 
beat, and hears ze plates of meat You tell ze time, but dat is all. 

** You're a very vulgar young woman,”’ snapped Mr. Johnson. 

“'Tis not true. You are perfide Albion to say that. I am 
Francais, and ze Francais are nevare vulgar. Bah!” 

“Ts Lady Heersute going to see me or not?” growled Johnson. 

‘* She is not. You have insult her. You say she have bald 
head.” 

** Well, hasn’t she?” 

‘* No, no,” said Inspector Goodman, laughing. ‘‘ You have made 
a mistake, Mr. Johnson. If you had but worked with me, I could 
have told you that Lady Heersute has the finest head of hair in the 
county. Though what that has to do with the recovery of the 
stolen pe go lhl I don’t quite understand.”’ 

“It hao ove rything to do with my business, anyway,” said Mr. 
Johnson, “ Tt's all your fault, Inspector. If you had but left me 
alone for ten minutes, I should have been out of the house by this 
time.” 

“‘ Did I tell you to insult Lady Heersute?”’ 

“No, no! Zi great Ins o— is grand, noble.” 

‘*Sozel,” said Lad rsute, plaintively, from within, “‘ send 
the policemen away, I cannot speak to them.” 

hen, perhaps she'll see me,” said Mr. Johnson, going towards 
the door. 

“You dare,” shrieked Sozel, barring the way. “Put votre 
potato trappe in here I will scratch youreye. We has done with 
you. We nevare speak to you again. 

“TI have something to be thankful for,”’ said Mr. Johnson, getting 
out of harm's way. “ My word, what a vixen,” he continued, as 

ae r slammed in his face ‘Perhaps you understand tl] 





“Oh, the scent’s right enough,” said the perruquier. “It’s a 
special ‘brand of my own. Nice, ain’t it?” 

‘Sozel,” exclaimed Lady Heersute, as she caught sight of her 
handmaiden, and stopping for a moment on her restless walk across 
the room, ‘‘we—or at least J—must leave this place to-night if 
that wretched man from London doesn’t come.”’ 

“‘ Did me lady send him ze billet doux?”’ 

** Did I send him the——— Oh, don’t drive me crazy! I have eitinn 
him twenty letters. I dare not telegraph. If I only could senda 
trusty messenger,” exclaimed Lady Heersute, clapping her hands 
to her shining head. 

“Me lady has Sozel. Oh, if only ze beautiful hair would 
come.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Sozel. You know I cannot send you. 
You are the only person that knows my secret. If I sent you away 
I should either have to starve, or let the whole world know that 
Lady Heersute is hairless.”’ 

“‘ Vat does ze lady think of ze gendarme? ”’ 

‘‘T won’t hear anything about him; an insolent knave,” fumed 
Lady Heersute. ‘‘ He evidently suspects me, and is trying to work 
upon it.” 

FC No, no. Madame does not understand. Ze gendarme is not 
wanted. No. Send him to ze great Mr. Potter for ze beautiful 
hair.” 

‘‘ Sozel, you have saved me, and I’ll give you my new lace fichu. 
But will he go? ” 

‘* Me lady will ordare. Go—so—’’ said Sozel, pointing command- 
ingly with her finger. 

‘‘ He shall go, or I will scratch his head,” muttered the French 
maid, as Lady Heersute hastily wrote and sealed the letter. ‘‘ Here, 
man, pig ros bif,’’ she continued, throwing open the door, and 
addressing the disconsolate Johnson, ‘‘ me lady will see you.” 

“Now?” said Mr. Johnson, springing up. 

“No,” said Sozel, tauntingly, ‘‘ perhaps in two day if you wait. 
Me lady say, Go. Take ze letter to Monsieur Potter, and bring 




















“ WHAT AN OLD CATAMARAN!” 


back repondez s’il vous plait, and then she see you, and give you 
measurements. Ha! ha!” and sheagain slammed the door in “his 


face 
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“Mr. Potter, Wigmore Street, W.C.,” muttered Mr. Johnson, 
glancing at the address. ‘‘ What an old catamaran! She’s writing 
to my boss about the supposed insult. Wants to get me the sack, 
and makes me take the letter that will doit. No! I’d see her—— 
Now then, Inspector. What do you want? Keep your nose out of 
my letter.” 

“ Ain’t you going to open, sir? Perhaps it’s a confession.” 

‘ “ She’s got nothing to confess about tome. JI know all about 
er. 

“Then I see what it is, She wants to get you out of the way. 
But don’t you let her do it, sir.” 

“I don’t intend to.” 

“That’s right. Now, Mr. Johnson, I’m beginning to have a 
better opinion of you. I thought at first—ha! ha!—that you were 
a duffer.”’ 

Mt you really? Ha! ha!” said Mr. Johnson, with joyless 
mirth. 

“Yes. But you seem to have got very near the head of it in a 
remarkably short space of time. Your business is, of course, with 
Lady Heersute, and in that very room.” 

‘* You’re quite right.” 

‘‘The letter is a blind to get you sent about your business. Of 
course that’s immaterial, so we won’t be guilty of breaking the 
seal. I believe Lady Heersute has got the stolen property herself, 
and is making all the pother for some purpose of her own. To- 
night we must raid her sitting room, and between you and me we 
shall probably find something there.” 

‘No doubt we shall,”’ said Mr. Johnson. 

‘Ah! Mr. Johnson. Some of us old inspectors are not such 
simpletons, after all, eh ? I'll go and give a few necessary instruc- 
tions.” 

‘* T wonder,” mused Mr. Johnson, as he gazed after the officer, 
‘‘who is mad, this bally old inspector, Lady Heersute, Sozel, or 
yours truly? ”’ 

(To be continued.) 











The Lady Auctioneer. 


GREatT snakes! how woman’s courage shakes 
Stern manhood’s customed throne, 

A line she takes and quickly makes 
Her business presence known— 

Spite the Knight of the Hanrmer’s sneer 
A lady is famed as an auctioneer. 


By the busy street where the restless feet 
Of the townsmen fleet do briskly clatter, 
A maiden fair with sunny hair 
And accents rare is heard to “ patter.’’ 


She mounts the rostrum with a smile 

And straight commences to beguile 

The ‘“‘ keen’ young blade, the ancient “ file,” 

The cynic cold, the warrior bold, 

The merchant old with “ tons ” of gold, 

For he, he must own, is as dense as a stone 

Who heeds not a fair one persuasive of tone 

And the male holds the cheapest of purchases dear 
(He values it much) when it comes from the touch 
Of this saucy and beautiful auctioneer. 


At prudence a scoffer, his cash he will proffer 
For any and all of the goods she may offer. 
Some *‘ diamond” studs to go in his shirt, 
A set for dessert, a patent squirt, 
A gross of balloons, ten dozen of spoons 
(A suitable ‘‘lot”’ for lovelorn loons) _ 
When fixed by the charm of the feminine eye, 
There is no saying what a fond masher won’t buy. 


Lady seeking for a career, 

If you would earn a thousand a year 
Here is the course for you to steer— 
Start at once as an auctioneer. 


Wattings from the Wings. 


THE new ballet at the Empire is one of the grandest ever 
witnessed. Round the Town Again opens amidst the bustle of 
Charing Cross Station in the evening. A detachment of the 2ist 
Lancers return from the Soudan, and a meeting of sweethearts 
takes place, accompanied with much kicking up of heels. Bond 
Street Royal Arcade is next represented, and passes on to Hyde 
Park Corner, where the wealth of costumes and colour is 
magnificent. The skipping girls and parasol dance is very beautiful. 
The whole winds up with a Covent Garden fancy dress ball, in full 
swing, with its multitudinous masqueraders and crowd, who watch 
the dancers. The plot is very agreeable, and the caste includes 
Mdlle. Francesca Zanfretta, Mdlle. Aveline Genée, Mr. Will Bishop, 
and other superbly accomplished dancers. The reception of this 
ballet was enthusiastic, and a proof of the appreciation of Madame 
Katti Launer’s skill and Leopold Wenzel’s musical adaptations. 


On Wednesday last A Court Scandal was transferred from the 
Court Theatre to the Garrick. 


La Belle Otero has been secured by the Alhambra manage- 
ment for a limited number of representations, commensing on the 
15th instant. 

Earl’s Court is open again. This time the show is christened 
“Greater Britain.’”’” The Duke of Cambridge went through some 
mystic meandering called‘‘The opening ceremony,” which could 
not be considered bright. The stalls, as is generally the case at 
openings, were a long way froma business front. The gardens have 
been cleaned and redecorated, the great wheel has not retired, the 
lake can be entered by the ‘‘Chute process,” and a very pleasant 
evening can be spent listening to the bands. The most interestin 
feature is the Kraal, peopled by Basutos, Matabele, Swazis, ial 
other South African natives. The noble savage of those parts 
can be seen pursuing his most cherished avocation—doing 
nothing. The Empress Theatre is devoted to ‘Savage 
South Africa,’’ a vivid, realistic, and picturesque representa- 
tion of life in the wilds of Africa. The show is worth 
seeing. It is something quite different to Buffalo Bill’s 
entertainment. The savages are dressed in full war paint, and 
afford the spectator a thorough insight into their methods of war- 
fare. Those who have only heard of the power of the Maxim gun 
can now learn how destructive a weapon it ie. The lions, tigers, 
elephants, bears, and other animals are very fine specimens. There 
will be much to interest and instruct during the season at this 
exhibition, which is, undoubtedly, the best up to now. 

Madame Tussaud has many attractions for the Whitsuntide 
vacation. The historical tableaux are especially famous, and the 
latest addition, the Execution of Charles I., will make them exceed- 
ingly attractive. The exhibition, generally, is ever interesting and 
instructive. 
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No ’Arm in It. 
Jamson.— What splendid legs that girl in ‘bloomers’ has. I’ve 


quite fallen in love with them.” 
Wagg.—* A case of ‘ calf-love.’”’ 





First Youngster.—‘* My farver’s on @ jury.” 
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AN an a. Niweeta 
Se i Di ‘Mine’s on a bicycle. 





eee 


A Farmyard Ditty. 
Cock-a-doodle-doo, 
Wives I’ve got, a few— 
Some as fat as butter kegs, 
Spaniards dark, with slender legs, 
Pretty good at laying eggs, 
Cock-a-doodle-doo. 


Cock-a-doodle-doo, 

White and speckled, too— 
Mothers good, content to stay 
Ona dreary nest all day, 

All to see some chickens play, 

Cock-a-doodle-doo. 


Cock-a-doodle-doo, 

When the sky is blue, 
Wives all friendly, fat or lank, 
Roost beneath a sunny bank, 
Heedless of their age or rank, 

Cock-a-doodle-doo, 


Cock-a-doodle-doo, 
Chickens, such a crew, 
Fluffy balls on scratchy toes— 
Independent—goodness knows 
Where they learn their chirps and 
crows, 
Cock-a-doodle-doo. 


Cock-a-doodle-doo, 
I’m a monarch true, 
King of all the poultry yard, 
Hens and chickens, all rd, 
Honour great, though work is hard— 
Cock-a-doodle-doo. 
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Somewhat|*Artificial Damsel.—Is this the thing everyone’s raving about as being so 
natural? Why, it’s no more like nature than——” 


Her Dearest Friend.—‘Than you are, dear!” 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. ‘“ Fun’s’’ WaSHERWOMAN. 


’EROES to the front! Right well does 
Col. Hector A. MacDonald deserve the 
sword of honour wot ’as been presented 
to’im. It was a great gatherin’ in the 
Grand Hall of the Hotel Cecil, where the 
bankquet an’ presentashun took place 
(by-the-bye, I notis that we never go 
through any ceremony without a lot of 
eatin’ an’ drinkin’); an’ the air was, 
so to say, filled with Scotch, not “‘ Scotch 
cold,”” but Scotch warm-’earted, to do 
honour to their gallant countryman. 
Colonel MacDonald ’as risen from the 
ranks, so it’s rank nonsense to say that 
a private ain’t much chance to rise ’igh 
in the army, as some people think. 

I don’t know much about pollytricks 
—’cept that they’re very tricky—but it 
looks to me as if Lord Rosebery would 
soon agin ’ead ’is Party, but the sting 
will be in the tail, in the person of Sir 
William Harcourt, I fancy. 

I sertinly should like to see a Bill 
passed requirin’ seats to be provided for 
the pore shop-assistants. It must be 
orful to be on their feet so many hours, 
‘owever they can stand it I can’t think, 
an’ yet, ‘‘I know wot ’standing is,’’ as the 
man sed who had to pay for drinks round. 

Mr. Choate, the American Ambassador, 
as an inchoate performance, ’as been 
comparin’ Admirals Dewey an’ Sampson 
to Lord Nelson. Dew ’e really think so ? 
It’s comin’ it rather strong, though, of 
course, Sampson, like Samson was, is a 
strong man, but I don’t beleave that 
either of these brave Admirals woud 
place themselves on a par with Nelson, 
or wish anyone else to do so. 

So far as I can see, them South 
African natives at the Earl’s Court 
Hexibishun ought to be rapped in cotton 
wool, an’ put under a glass case, an’ 
only taken out to go to church an’ Sun- 
day school. I do ’ope that wicked 
London won’t demoralise the dear littel 
things! S’posin’ they was to ketch up 
even one ** sweac word,’’ wot woud the 
consequences be? I trembles at the 
thort! 

Canada ’as conferred the degree of 
L.L.D. on Mr. Rudyard Kipling. The 
pore feller ’as been doctored enough of 
late, I should say; but I’m glad to ’ear 
that ’is ’ealth continues to improve. 

We've ’ad a big wictory in Uganda, 
an’ to crown it two rebel kings ’ave been 
taken prisoners. ‘ That’s the style!” 
as Mary Jane sed wen she copied ’er 
mistress’s dress. 
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AN DE RSs ON’s 


CLTY OF LONDON 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kindSof Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes,{beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 








